"Pirates of different races," he said, "with varying
customs. For a little while they will or may leave us
alone."

"I think," she said, "Her Imperial Majesty wishes you
to speak to her."

He turned to the old Empress, who wore the strange
triple head-dress of a Sardican lady of high birth. This
had been a jest for years throughout the Empire, being
the head-gear which the poor soul had longed to wear in
her native village seventy years before, and had not then
been allowed. Sosthenes was saying something to
Justinian's mother. The Emperor in a loud voice said
to Macedonia, who may have hoped that his wound
was not troubling him: "It's troubling all the time. An
old wound's like an unhappy marriage: night and day
the devil. But by my way of it, an old man's legs are
like an old horse's legs, always needing rubbing and not
worth the trouble."

Something about legs reached the ears of the Empress,
who called out: "What's that you're saying about
legs?"

"I was saying that yours are the best in the Empire,"
Justo said. "And they ought to be on all the coins."
~ "They were good legs," the Empress said, "but I defy
any woman to keep good legs after seventy-nine or
eighty. And what would be the use? Who would want
to see?"

"All the world, surely," her husband said.

"No, no," the Empress said, "no such luck. Some of
the flesh and the devil might, but not even much of
them; not the world. The world knows better."

"But every woman can keep good legs till ninety,"
Macedonia said. "My old teacher's teacher is eighty-
four; she dances still, and does her practices. She stands
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